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It was so stormy and 

wet, with huge angry 
clouds, we could not see 
much further than the 
person ahead. No stars 
even appeared that 
evening when we were 
about to rest, but I knew 
they were there. It was 
one of the few things I 
was sure of. We had 

been travelling for days, 
mosttimes walking but 
occassionally by boat. 
While walking, I was tied 
to Olivia Reed who had 
become my caregiver since 
leaving the palace. She 
was tied to two other 
women in turn with the 
same rope. When we 

were not tied together 
though, I could get free. 
This was due to her son, 
Xavier Reed, having come 
one eve and weakened the 
bindings on my wrists. 
Olivia also had a 
daughter, Traviata, but we 
did not know what had 
happened to her. I did 
not know the fate of my 
own sisters either. 
Walking, eating the stews 
and light meals, and 
sleeping were all I knew 
for certain. We were 
stopping again. I huddled 
against the trunk of a 


tree, as the rope keeping 
us together was loosened. 
This area seemed to be 
less forested than some 
other areas had been. 

My eyes caught those of 
Mrs Reed. Lightning had 
started crashing about us 
and I could see more. It 
was funny that we had 

not witnessed it on the 
horizon earlier. Then we 
knew why. A mage was 
there, in black silhouette 
with grey sky and clouds 
around him, cloak blowing 
in the wind. He was 
astride a jet black 
nightmare, with eyes of 
red and a red dragon 
behind him. My heart 

went into my throat. I 
knew this man as brother 
to my own mother, Lord 
Edmond Kent. But this 

was not the kind uncle I 
knew at all. There was 
no kindness in him now. 

I looked at Olivia Reed 
knowing our rescue had 
arrived. But she was 

not looking towards me, 
she was looking at a rock 
about ten feet away. 
There between lightning 
bolts, I could discern the 
figure of a small girl, 
Traviata. As I was 
watching, she seemed to 
disappear. She later 
reappeared closer to my 
uncle and his beasts, who 
had now all started 
moving down the hillside. 
I wish our captors had 
ced in terror, but they 
did not. They grabbed 
weapons and two were 
coming for us. I 


disentangled myself and 
ran. Unfortunately for 
the other two women, 

they were still bound and 
taken hostage. Olivia 
Reed though had also 

been freed and was 
following the path her 
daughter had made. Uncle 
must have caught our 
movement from the 

corner of his eye for he 
called out "Get behind me! 
Come between the dragon 
and myself!" I was trying 
to run uphill and 
stumbling over rocks. As 
I fell down yet again, my 
feet tangled in my robe. 
I pulled the robe from 

me and watched as Olivia 
was overtaken by those 
who had pursued us. She 
screamed and screamed, 

as cutlasses were used 

on her. Uncle dismounted 
and sent his mare after 
her captor, but it seemed 
too late. There was no 
battle, the mare sent 
fireballs steaming from 
his nostrils, and the man 
was burned alive. Then 
the dragon was sent into 
action. There was still 
one man after me, having 
trouble coming up the hill 
as well. I do not know 
whether it was more 

from the ground, or his 
fear of the beasts which 
hampered his progress. I 
Finally took refuge behind 
my uncle, who had his 

war mace at the ready. 

My uncle was not only a 
mage and tamer, he was 

a warrior as well. He 
went into battle, but I 


did not stand back 
helpless. I found a long 
tree branch and used 

it as a staff...but not 
for the person to jump 
it, like the game I'd 
played, but to hit their 
legs. I swung and swung 
and my arms began to 
ache. Traviata had gone 
over to her mother's 
body and had collapsed 
next to it in tears. I 
could not blame her. 
There was a break in the 
battle. Lord Kent had 
cast some fields of 
energy to keep the men 
back. As he gathered 
Olivia's body into his 
arms, I took Traviata's 
hand and pulled her behind 
me as I followed my 
uncle. We went into an 
opening in the rocks, and 
with nightsight, went 
through a tunnel. 
Opening on the opposite 
end came a hallway with 
marble pillars. He then 
laid her down and started 
bandaging her wounds, 
trying to revive her. He 
then resorted to magic, 
but that did not seem to 
work either. Whatever 
had caused her death, it 
could not be reversed. 
Traviata cried and cried 
wanting her mother to 
wake up, and then crying 
just as loudly for her 
brother, Xavier. 


With his own eyes filled 
with tears, my uncle told 
me, my own parents were 
gone now. He could not 
rescue them in time 


either. Uncle Kent then 
told me I would always be 
in danger. Even though a 
girl, they could not risk 
me saying what I had 

seen or heard. Then he 
told me that Traviata 
would need to stay there. 
I protested that she had 
a brother who I knew 
would look after her, if 
we could just find him. 
Uncle did not feel we had 
the time to search. I 
then told him how Mrs 
Reed had protected me 

and claimed me as her 

own. "She'll have to keep 
up until the boy is found 
then. If she falls behind, 
there's nothing I can do. 
I'll have my hands full 
keeping you alive.” I 
nodded eagerly, anything 
to give my dear friend a 
chance. Olivia's body was 
left on what is now 
called Marble Island. 

I had to find a new name 
and identity. The identity 
wasn't hard at all. I 
was now an orphan. I 
wanted to be strong and 
help rescue others 
someday; not stand by 
helplessly, as my father 
always said a lady should. 
But I would honor his 
memory in one way. I 
would not handle bladed 
weapons. I have limited 
myself and my training to 
those of the mace, club 
and the like. 


A boat came, bearing us 
away to another journey 
on the sea. Traviata sat 
on the deck and cried, 


wanting her brother. The 
captain was very annoyed 
with her grieving. I 
wished I could find Xavier 
myself. I had been the 

one to send him away. 


We docked at Trinsic and 
the paladins were coming 
in to fight against Exodus 
and his forces, along with 
those of my great-uncle 
Blackthorn. I would learn 
to bandage their wounds 
and mastered the ability 
to heal. I also learned 
many of their spells from 
watching them. Traviata 
stayed mostly to our 

room near the stables. I 
was able to pay for our 
meals by selling the 
diamonds from my 

mother's necklace. Uncle 
Kent had gone because he 
was in danger himself. 
People knew him there. I 
would still watch the 
boats dock in the evening. 
One night, a feeling came 
over me, a familiar 
feeling that I knew, 
Xavier was nearby. I 
told Traviata to come 
with me and we went 

down by the shoreline, 
just past the docks. 

There was a small boat; 

on it was my uncle and 
Xavier. Traviata ran to 
her her brother's arms. 
Tears of joy came to my 
own eyes, knowing all 
would be okay. Then 
Uncle Kent asked a 
strange question, "Did you 
teach him to read?” I 
replied that he listened 
to my lessons with my 


Sister, but taught himself. 
"Do you think he can 
serve Blackthorn?” The 
blood in my veins turned 
cold. I stammered, "I 
suppose, but he's my best 
friend.” It was then I 
recognized the captain of 
this boat. It was the 
husband of the woman 

who had long ago 

betrayed me and my 
family. "I need to talk to 
you privately,” I said to 
my uncle. As my uncle 
stepped onto the shore, 
the boat raised anchor 
and sped away. I tried 
to explain to my uncle, 
but he reassured me 
Xavier would have to go 
into service. Since he 
was so smart, I should 
not worry. 


As I looked into the 
nighttime sky though, I 
remembered, that the 
stars would always be 
there, for myself and my 
friends. Whether near 
or far, seen or hidden, 
just as the stars, 
friendship will remain. 
~Dedicated to 

Lord Xavier Reed ~ 


